6 d, c i he \ Tragedy ofO tlielio 

To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one : Enter Caf. 

He, when he heares of her, cannot refraine 
From the exc tt: of laughter : here he comes s 
As he (hall fmilc- Othcho (hMl goe mad. 

And his vnbookifli ieajoufie n,uft confter 
Poore Cafsio's fmilcs,geftures,and light behauiour. 

Quite in the wrong : How doe you now Lciutetiant ? 

Caf The worfer that you giuc me the addition, 

W hofe want euen kills me. j 

lag. Ply Dcfdtmona well, and you are furc oa’t. 

Now,if this fuite lay in Biancas power. 

How quickly fliould you fpecd. 

Caf. Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already* 

Jag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf Alas poore rogue, I thinke indeed (he loues me c 
Otb. Now hedenies it faintly ,andlaughes it out* 

Jag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 

Orb Now he importunes him to tell it on ; 

Goe to, well (aide. 

Tag She giues it out that you (hall marry her, . 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Otb. Doe you triumph Roman, doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? what ? a Cuftomer ; 

I picshee bearefome charity.tomy wit, 

Doe not thinke it fo vnwhokfome : h?,lia,ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fo,they laugh that wins. 

Jag. Why, the cry goes.that you (ball marry -her* . 

Caf Prethec fay true. 
lag. lama very vil‘aincelfe. 

Oth . Ha you fcoar’d me ? well. 

Caf. This is the monkies o^n giving out - flic is perfwadcdl will 
marry her,out of her own loue and flattery, not out of my promife. 
Oth. . lags beckons me, now- he bigins the ttory. . 

Cftfc She was heere euennow,fhe haunts me in enery place, I was 
tothcr day talking on the fea banke with certaine Vemim> and thi- 
*h<r comes this thusabout my n$cke. 
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the Moore of Venice. 




■Oth. Crying. O deare Cafsto as it were : his gcPure imports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and iolls, and tveepes vpoo me j fo hales , an dp 
me,fo,ha,ha. 

Oth. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Chamber j 
lice that no'e o‘ yo-irs.bnt not that dog i fhall throw' t to. 

C4 '■ Well, I muff leaue her company ; Enter Bi anca. 

Before me,looke where flic comes, 

Tis luch another Fitchew; marry a perfum’d one: What doe you 
meane by this haunting of me ? 

Btao. Let the d' Uil 1 and his dam h^uot vou : what did you meane 
by that fame hand ker chiefs yougaue mee eu- n now ? I was a fine 
foole to take it ; t mutt cake out the worke, a likely pcece >t worke, 
that you fliould find inn your chamber, and not know who left it 
there; this isfome minxes token, and I muft takeout chr worke • 
there giue it the hobby horfe ; wherefoeuer you had it, Ik take out no 
worke on’t. 

Caf. How now n y fweet 2?i<iw<*,how now, how now ? 

Oth. By heauen that fliould be my handkerchirfe. 

But. An you'll cotnetofupp- rtonight,you®ay,anyou will not, 
come when y ou are n xt prepar’d for. Exit. 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf 1 mu ft. (hee’i raile i’the ftreet die. 

lag. You fup there. 

Caf. Yes, I intend fo. 

lag. W ell, I may chance to fee you, for I would very faine fpcake 
with you. 

l<tf Prethe come. will you? 

lag Goe to. fay no more. Exit CalTio. 

Oth. How (hall I murder him Iago ? 

lag. Did you perceiuc, how lie laughed at his vice ? 

Otb. O laga. 

lag And did you fee the handkerchiefe ? 

Oth. Was that mim ? 

I would hauc him nine yeres a killing ; a fine woman, a faire womab. 
a fweet woman. 

fag. \ ay, you mufl forget that 

Oth. And let her rot and perifli, and be damb’d to night, for fliee 
flail not Hues no,my heatt is turn’d to a ftonej 1 ftnke ic,and it hurts 
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